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Summary: There are millions of ways these two could've met - why 
choose one? A series of Klaine drabbles. Fluffy, smutty and 
everything in between. 


A Million Ways 

A/N: Hello! This is going to be an amalgamation of all my Klaine 
drabbles. Sometimes there will be three chapters, sometimes only one 
or two, etc. I just wanted to compile them in one place. Rated M 
because there will definitely be smut and I'm sure other adult topics 
will crop up from time to time. I'll warn for it when it comes 
around. There are so many Klaine AUs and I just want to write all the 
tropes and have fun with it. Feel free to leave a review and tell me 
what you think, or maybe give me a suggestion of something to write. 
Reviews literally make my week and make me squeal and giggle for 
always . 

This one is going to have three parts. Never met AU. 

I hope you enjoy : ) 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"I'm fucking late."<p> 

Rachel Berry furrowed her eyebrows at her roommate from across the 
kitchen, watching him as he threw his maroon scarf around his neck 
indelicately and hoisted his leather messenger bag onto his shoulder. 
Kurt Hummel rarely swore and was perhaps the most punctual person she 
had ever met. She took a delicate sip of her lemon tea and leaned her 
hip against the counter. 

"I thought it started at 8?" 


Kurt didn't spare her a withering look; He shoved his laptop into his 
bag, his phone into the back pocket of his jeans and dark sunglasses 



onto his face. 


" It does . " 


Rachel glanced at the clock on the oven. "Kurt, it's 7. You'll be 
f ine . " 

That seemed to get his attention. He spun around from his reflection 
in the window near the front door where he was examining his hair and 
snatched his sunglasses from his face. 

"Rachel, it's _Vogue . " _He said the name almost reverently. "I need 
to get coffee on the way and I need to be _early_. " 

Rachel set her mug of tea down on the counter and walked to where 
Kurt stood by the door. He turned to face her and she placed her 
hands on his shoulders forcing him to look at her directly. 

"Kurt. Breath." He rolled his eyes but took a deep breath regardless. 
"You're going to be _amazing_. Okay? Say it: I'm going to be 
amazing . " 

Kurt breathed in again and slowly exhaled. "I'm going to be amazing," 
he mimicked and maybe some of the tension did ease. Just a 
bit . 

Still, butterflies ransacked his stomach the whole jog down the 
stairs and the two blocks to the coffee shop. 

His regular latte calmed his nerves a tad but Kurt still mumbled some 
of the finer points of his prepared answers to himself as he power 
walked down the busy Manhattan sidewalk, completely unaware of the 
people he pushed past . 

_McQueen ' s collection this past fall is my most recent 
inspirat iona€ | He pushed the limits of fashiona€|._ 

And that's when it happened: Kurt pulled his phone out of the back 
pocket of his jeans for the tenth time, scrolling to the email that 
had the address of the office he was to be interviewed. It was still 
108 58th St, but he had to make sure. Out of the corner of his eye, 
he saw him. 

He was wearing a crisp white shirt, a thin black tie flying over his 
shoulder as he jogged down the street in the opposite direction of 
Kurt. His eyes were focused on the yellow cab pulling over to the 
curb . 

So focused, in fact, that he jogged right into Kurt, knocking his 
latte from his hand and causing the scalding liquid to drench the 
front of Kurt's Vivian Westwood petticoat and hippo brooch. The empty 
cup fell from Kurt's hand to the sidewalk uselessly and shocked hazel 
eyes met Kurt's. 

"Oh my God." Kurt held out his arms away from the mess down his 
chest. "You have to be fucking kidding me." 

The man seemed to return to reality at Kurt's words because he 
started apologizing incessantly, apparently remembering where he was 
and what just happened. 

"I a€" I am so, so sorry a€" " The man quickly bent down and picked 



up Kurt's empty coffee cup as though he was trying to give it back to 
Kurt. "I wasn't paying attention, I'm so sorry." 

"Well, obviously, " Kurt seethed loudly and people were starting to go 
around them, staring at the scene as they passed. The remnants of 
Kurt's poor latte dripped from his lapel to the dirty sidewalk. "Why 
don't you fucking watch where you're going?" 

What was it about nerves that made Kurt swear? He'd have time to 
contemplate the phenomenon later. 

The man once again looked at him at him in shock, this time at Kurt's 
rudeness, his golden eyes going wide, cheeks flushing. If it was any 
other situation on any other day Kurt might have noticed the man was 
probably about his age and really cute. Like, insane cute. 

Cute or not, the latte was seeping through to Kurt's shirt. He 
quickly began undoing the buttons of his jacket. 

If Kurt felt any remorse for his words after seeing those puppy eyes, 
the feeling was quickly dispelled when the man spoke. 

"You were too busy staring at your phone to notice me coming, " he 
stated defensively and smoothed down the invisible wrinkles from his 
own shirt and pants. 

Kurt ripped his sunglasses from his face and narrowed his eyes at the 
incredibly cute, clumsy stranger. 

"You ran right into me and knocked my latte all over me." Kurt held 
out his jacket as if for proof. "I could've been burned," he pouted 
more to himself, inspecting the damage on his shirt. Luckily it 
appeared unharmed. 

"Don't be dramatic, you're fine," the other man scoffed and then 
groaned when he turned to see his cab had driven off with someone 
else. Kurt eyed him with a disbelieving glare. 

This guy runs down the street, paying no mind to anyone around him, 
drowns Kurt in his own over-priced coffee and then has the nerve to 
tell _him_ he's being dramatic? 

Kurt was about to tell him as much when the man spoke first. 

"I'm really, really sorry. I would buy you another coffee but I'm 
going to be late, so a€" er- " He hesitated and then offered the 
empty cup to Kurt with a sheepish expression. 

Kurt's gaze shifted between the empty cup and the man's eyes with a 
look that clearly spelled out _is this a joke?__ 

"Shouldn ' ta€ | litter, urn-" he turned the cup slightly to see the name 
written on it, "Kurt." And gave a tentative smile. 

Kurt knocked the cup out of the other man's hands so that it hit his 
shin and turned on his heel to hurry in the opposite direction 
because there was nothing more to be said and his jacket was already 
ruined . 

The guy gave a strangled groan and Kurt heard him say "Asshole, " 



rather loudly as he shook his off the remains of Kurt's coffee from 
his pant leg. 

Kurt gave him a very rude hand gesture without turning around. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Kurt Hummel was officially employed. At Vogue . <p> 

Perfect . 

As soon as he'd stepped through those glass double doors and on to 
that marble floor, all thoughts of (admittedly cute) rude strangers 
and ruined coats were inevitably forgotten. So forgotten in fact, 
that Kurt neglected to even retell the debacle to Rachel later that 
night. He was so caught up in his clothes-induced haze, so astounded 
by his own good fortune, Kurt could barely listen as Rachel chatted 
to him about her day. He went to sleep that night and dreamed of 
nothing but St . Laurent and Armani . 

When Kurt woke up the next morning, he was kind of starting to feel 
like he was finally, _finally_ where he belonged: a mere subway ride 
from any Broadway play he could wish to see (even if he could never 
afford a ticket) , working at Vogue (even if he would only ever be an 
intern) , living with his best friend (even if her morning vocal 
exercises woke the entire East Village), Kurt was happy. Incredibly, 
indescribably, earth-shatteringly happy. 

Happy for his morning shower, happy while he made his coffee and 
happy as he opened his laptop. But that was when it stopped. Because 
he had an email from Finn. 


The subject line read: _Dude, is this you? 


It contained nothing more than a link to a YouTube video. Kurt 
clicked it and sat back from his computer as though whatever was in 
the video could push itself through his screen and attack him. 


"_Why don't you watch where you're fucking going? Kurt's own voice 
emanated from the speakers. He froze. 

Someone hada€ i What? Filmed them? 


"_You were too busy staring at your phone to notice me 
coming . 

"_You ran right into me and knocked my latte all over me!" 
"_You shouldn't littera€ [ . Urn a€" Kurt . 


Kurt stared wide-eyed at the video. He even watched numbly as he 
knocked his own empty coffee cup out of the other man's hands and saw 
the remaining dregs spill on to his right pant 
leg . 


"_Asshole . " 


Kurt scrolled down to where the view on the video showed 200,000. He 
sucked in a breath and scrolled to the comments. 



_omg I would do the same if someone ran right into me! wtf 
_It was only an accident. That guy is an asshole. _ 

_I ship it . _ 

"Fuck. " 

End 
f ile . 



